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the world, events conspired to give me an intimate view
of that sensibility and depth of religious feeling to which
so many references were made within a week or two of
my arrival in the country. I was invited to a Hindu
wedding. It was a really big show. Money was marrying
money, and the ceremony was to be conducted with
full rites.
Kutti, a Madrassi living in Bombay, acted as my escort
and led the way to the quarters where the wedding was to
take place. It lay in the heart of the Bhuleshwar Bazaar,
and when we were ushered into a suite of rooms carnivalled
with coloured lights, streamers, garlands and tinsel, I was
on the point of asking if we had not made some mistake
and strayed into a bargain sale. Then I took a clearer look
at the saris of the women among the two or three hundred
guests already milling in the over-scented air.
" Ooof," I panted to Kutti, as he made our way forcibly
towards a raised dais at one end of the innermost room,
" don't you think it would be kinder to everybody if
marriages in this climate were held either very late at night
or very early in the morning ? "
" Ha-ha," he tittered, politely but not very convincingly.
" You make good jokes."
" It wasn't meant to be a joke," I assured him. " It does
seem silly to me, to pack all these overdressed people into
hot rooms for hours on end at this time of day."
" But this is the hour and the day selected by the astrolo-
gers as auspicious," he said seriously.
As we settled into hard, wooden chairs on one side of
the platform, Kutti took me patiently over the steps which
had been followed to achieve the day's ceremony.
" You see," he explained* " in good families, and those
who have not become Westernised, the system is simple.
When a boy reaches marriageable age, his parents let it be
known that they wish to find him a bride of the right caste
and preferably one who has a substantial dowry to offer.